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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Her old man gave the money to Mary. 
She wasn't afraid of a chit like Mary, 
But she was afraid of her old man. 

War came — 

And her old man had to go. 

She gave him a holy medal 

And God's blessings: 

She got his allotment 

And a Government allowance. 

The swinging doors of every saloon hailed to her; 

She slept with a black bottle under her pillow. 

"It's a foine war," she would say to Mary, 

"And the Govermint treats you splindid." 



DAVID 

He was a poet. 

And because beauty burned within him 

Beauty was around him. 

He walked through life on tip-toe, hugging dreams. 

In him was a gentle eagerness, 

And to him all women were good 

And all children beautiful. 

The sky was a minstrel ground 

And the moon and stars ancient players; 

Water sang to him, 

And flowers prayed to him. 
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Margretta Scott 

The day was a packet for delight; 
The night a box for beauty. 

When the wings of War whizzed in his ears, 

He was kindled as with a million torches. 

Because he was a poet 

He became an aviator. 

He rode his bird of War through the clouds, 

And the winds wailed before and after him. 

One day, as a bright bird falls, 

He fell from the sky. 

And he died chanting his hymn to War — 

And War was beauty. 

Margretta Scott 



A ROAD OF FRANCE 

All day the carts go by along the road 

That bear a regal though a sorry load — 

Long pine-trees, stripped of all save of their crown 

Which in the trodden mire is trailing down : 

Young kings that knew the mountains and the stars, 
Dragged captive at the chariot-wheels of Mars. 

Charles L. O'Donnell 
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